A        MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

" It's all up with us. ... It's all up with us," he
sobbed. " They'll get the lot of us ... just as they
got the sergeant. We're as good as dead. . . . Not
an earthly. . . . Not an earthly. . . . Run for it,
boys. Run for it."

The gunner was a man nearly fifty years
of age. The bombardier was a young man of
twenty-five. But he rose fully equal to his
new responsibilities. He caught the gunner
roughly by the shoulder and thrust a fist in his
face.

" Shut up," he ordered. " Shut up, I tell you. Or
I'll clock you one."

His savage expression, and his reputation as a
redoubtable boxer, had the desired effect. The elderly
gunner did not cease to whimper. But it was to
himself.

Again the gunlayer knelt beside the sergeant's body.
He cut off one of the two identification discs and
thrust it in his pocket. His job was over now. Nothing
remained but to leave Sergeant Barber's body there
by the roadside.

" Mount . . ." ordered the gunlayer.

The men climbed back into the tractor.

The young bombardier was the last to mount.
Before doing so he walked back to the body and
placed the sergeant's tin hat over his face to keep
off the flies.

In all, the sergeant had been dead about two
minutes by the time the tractor passed out of
sight.

As to the future, well, if he were lucky the R.A.M.C.
might come along that way and bury him by the
roadside with the remaining identification disc around
his neck, having first entered the information from it
in their records, thus :
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